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self into painting, the finer roots of enthusiasm were
dead, and I became only a dilettante, for the years
when one acquires the mastery of hand and will
which make the successful artist were past.

It was decided that I should continue my prepa-
ration for college in the Lyceum of my native town,
a quaint octagonal building in which the students
were seated in two tiers of stalls, the partitions
between which were on radii drawn from a centre
on the master's desk, so that nothing the pupil did
escaped his supervision. The larger boys, some of
whom were over sixteen, were in a basement
.similarly arranged with a single tier of desks, and
I earned my instruction by supervising this room. I
had here full authority so far as the maintenance
of order was concerned and kept it, though some of
the pupils were older than myself. I remember that
one of them, about my own age and presumed
strength, but himself convinced of his superiority,
repeated some act which I had reprimanded him for,
and as I knew that to allow it to pass xmpunished
was to put an end to my authority and position, yet
did not feel competent or authorized to give him a
regular flogging, I caught him by the collar and
jerked him into the middle of the room, setting him
down on the floor with force enough to bewilder him
a little, and ordered him to sit there till I released
him, and his surprise was such that he actually did
not move till I told him to. I met no attempt to
put my authority at defiance after that. A school-
fellow here and classmate in college was Chester A.berty to throw my-rt, to which I
